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The Tragedy 

Bar. A boons (my foueraigne) for my feruice done 
Kin. I pray thee peace, my foule is full of forrow. * 1 
• not rife vnleflc your highnefle grant, 

A tti. 1 hen fpeakeat once, what is it thou dc*mandeft j 
Bar. The forfeit (SQueraige) of my ieruants life. 

Who flew today a ryotous gentleman, 

Lately attendingon the Duke of Norffoike 
Kin. Hauc I a tongue to dome my brothers death. " 
And (hall thefame giue pardon to a flaue ; * 

My brother flew no man, his fault was noug ht. ?&uj}hL 
And yet his punifliment was cruell death, <J 

Who iued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my feete,and bad me be aduifde ? 

Wholpake of brother-hood, who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfakc 
The mighty Warwick? t znd did fight forme ? 

Who told me in the field at Tewxbury, 

When Oxford. had me downe,he relcued are. 

And fay d deare brother^liue and be a King ? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field, 
frozen almoft to death,Jhowhelaptme 
j qx-rtmfJn Euen inhisownearmes.and gauehimfelfe 

All thinneand nakedTothenumbecold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of ypu 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

. But when your carters or your waytingvaffaiics 
Haue done a drunken (laughter, and defac’d 
The precious Image of ourdearofHledcemer, 

Y ou ftraight are on your knees for pardon,pardon 
And I. vniuftiy too,tnuft grant it you, 

'' But for my brother not a man would ipeake* 

Nor I (vngraciousj (peakevnto my felfe, 

For him poore foule: the proudelt one you all c£- 

Haue beene beholding to him in his life,* J 

Yet none ot you would once pleade for his life ■ 

Oh God, I feare thy iuftice will take hold 
On me,and you, and mine,and yours for this. (Exit. 

Come FjajlfHgffht Ipe me to my cIofet,oh poore Clarence , 
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e/Richard the Third. 

GU . This is the fruit of rawnefle : markfc you no: 

« 0 \v that the guilty kindred of the Ouecne, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death - 
Ob, they did vrge it (till vnto the King, 

Godwillreuengeit. But come lets in 
To comfort with our company. Exeunt > 

Enter DutchesofYorheyeith C larence C. hilar en. 

For. Tell me good Granam, is our Father dead ? ^ 

jpi.No Boy. • JL ( brcaft ? 

Aay.Why doc you wring your hands and beat your 
And cry. Oh Clarence my vnhappy forme ? . 

Girle. Why doe you lookc on vs and (hake your head r 
And call vs wretched , Orphanes, caflawaies. 

If that our noble Father be aliue ? 

Dut- Mypritty Cofens.you miftake me much, 

I do lament the fickneffeoftheKing : ^ 

As loth to loofehimnow your Fathers dead • jtnfh o 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my vncle is too blame for this : 

God willreuenge it, whom 1 will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efte£l. 

But. Peace Children peace,thc King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and fhallow inocents. 

Yon cannot gjeffe who caufed your Fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, weean : for my good Vncle Gloceflery. c 
Told me , the King prouoked by the ffueene i 
Denis’ d impeachments to imprifon him : 

And when lie told me fo he wept. 

And hugd me in his arme^, and kindly kift my cheeke^, - 
And bad me relie on him as onp my Father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his Childe. 

But . Oh that deceit fhould fteale (uch gentle fhapes,- * 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile. 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my fhamc ■ : 

. et flom my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Esy. Thinke you my Vncle did difl’emble, Granam ? , 

• But. I Boy: 

cannot think e it, haike, what noyfe is this ? 

E Enter 




